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Of  course  you'll  give  cigarettes  for  Christ- 
mas. They're  such  an  acceptable  gift  — 
:h  an  easy  solution  of  your  problem. 
And  Camels  fill  the  bill  so  perfectly. 
They're  made  from  finer,  MORE  EX- 
PENSIVE TOBACCOS  than  any  other 
popular  brand.  They  are  the  accepted  cig- 
arette of  the  social,  business,  and  athletic 
worlds.  Their  finer  tobaccos  give  that 
pleasant  "lift" — that  sense  of  well-being 
so  appropriate  to  the  spirit  of  Christmas. 


A  full  pound  of  Prince  Albert 
in  an  attractive  gift  package. 


At  your  nearest  deal- 
er's—the Camel  carton — 10 
packs  of  "20's"— 200  cigarettes. 


nnce 


A  full  pound  of  Prince  Albert 
packed  in  a  real  glass  humidor. 

Copyright,  1935.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co..  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


Fine  tobacco  for  Christmas.  For  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  century,  the  mellow 
fragrance  of  Prince  Albert  has  been  as 
much  a  part  ©f  Christmas  as  mistletoe 
and  holly.  So  to  the  pipe  smokers  on 
your  Christmas  list  give  Prince  Albert, 
"The  National  Joy  Smoke."  It's  the 
welcome  gift.  For  more  men  choose  Prince 
Albert  for  themselves  than  any  other  pipe 
tobacco.  Let  every  pipeful  of  Prince 
Albert  repeat  "Merry  Christmas"  for  you. 
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Why  Not  Mail  the 

Remaining  5  Issues 

of  the 

PURPLE 
PARROT 

to  Your 
Friends 
As  a  Most  Approp- 
riate Christmas  Gift 

Only 

$1 

MAILED  ANYWHERE 

IN  THE 

UNITED  STATES 

Merely  Drop  Into  the 

Office  or  Fill  Out  the 

Enclosed    Coupon  & 

MAIL 


To  PURPLE  PARROT 
Lunt  Administration  Bldg.. 
Evanston.  Illinois 

Please    send   the   remaining   five 
issues    of    the    PURPLE    PARROT    to 


Name 


Address 


City 

Enclosed  is  $1.00 


State 


WORST  PUN  OF  THE  YEAR 

"What's   all   this   debris?" 

"Oh,  no,  it  isn't  debris — it's  love  in 
bloom." 

♦ 

"Ha,  ha,  me  proud  beauty,"  snarled 
the  villain.  "I  can  see  through  your 
subterfuge." 

"Well,  who  couldn't,"  snorted  the 
maiden,  "it's  only  silk." 

— Gazette. 

♦ 
"Pa,"    said    little    Peter,    "what    be- 
comes  of   a    football    player   when    his 
eyesight  begins  to  fail?" 

"They  make  a  referee  out  of  him!" 
growled   his  father. 

St.  John's  Analyst. 

♦ 

One  of  the  freshmen,  bless  his  little 
heart,  was  bearing  up  rather  nobly  un- 
der a  particularly  weary  R.  O.  T.  C. 
drill  when  he  very  inadvertently  passed 
by  the  Captain  without  saluting. 

"Say,  Buddy,"  said  the  captain,  with 
characteristic  sweetness,  "do  you  see 
the  uniform  I'm  wearing?" 

"Yeh,"  said  the  rookie,  looking  en- 
viously at  the  captain's  almost  immac- 
ulate uniform,  "look  at  the  damn  thing 
they,  gave   me." 

— Boston  Bean  Pot. 

♦ 

She:   "Where  did  You  learn  to  kiss 

like  that?" 

He:  "I  eat  spaghetti." 

— Froth. 

♦ 
A  KNOWING  DOCTOR 
She:   I  showed  the  doctor  the  place 
where  my  garter  had  been  pinching. 
He:  And  what  did  he  give  you? 
She:   Orchids. 

♦ 
They  were  going  to  be  married  and 
didn't  know  just  what  to  do  about  the 
hope-chest.  They  finally  decided  that 
he'd  provide  the  hope  and  she  the 
chest,  because  he  had  a  lot  of  hope. 

— Red  Cat. 

♦ 

And   then   there   is   the   story    about 

the  Blundering  Bess  who  put  the  beans 
in  the  can  upside  down  and  gave  all 
the  customers  the  hiccups. 

— Rammer-Jammer. 


Perfect  Gifts 
Ron son 

WORLD'S  GREATEST  LIGHTER 


THE    PRINCESS         RONDETTE  JR. 
MODEL  In    Colors 


$3.50 


$5.00 


MASTERCASE 

Richly    Enameled    in   Black    &   While 

or  Two-Tone. 

Tortoise-Monogram  Shield 

$7,50 


REGENT  JR. 
PET  Comes    Black    & 

Richly   Enameled      White    or    White 
in  Black  &  White  &  Green, 

or   Green.  Monogram-Shield 


$4.00 


$5.00 


Northwestern 

CO-OP 

Orrington    Hotel    Bldg. 
GRE.  2600 


PURPLE     PARROT 


AUTHORIZED 

DU  PONT 

Auto  Refinishing 

United 
Motors 
Service 

Simonizing  Station 

University 
Garage 

"One  Stop  Service" 

Greenleaf  4600 
1612  CHICAGO  AVE. 

(One  Door  North  of  Davis  Street) 

EVANSTON 


XQRRINCTON/ 


FREEDOM 

for  a  happier  life 

-ood  taste  makes  fine  liv- 
ing possible  without  ex- 
1  cessive  expense.  At  The 
Orrington  you  will  find 
comforts  and  luxuries  about 
which  you  have  long  dreamed, 
plus  the  freedom  from  respon- 
sibilities which  makes  complete 
enjoyment  really  possible.  Your 
inspection  of  our  facilities  is 
cordially  invited. 

The 

ORRINGTON 

EVANSTON 


Yes,  Momma,  the  momma  pig  was 
running  down  the  road,  and  the  little 
piggies  were  chasing  the  momma  pig. 
Suddenly  the  momma  pig  sat  down 
and  the  little  piggies  ran  up  and 
chewed  the  buttons  off  her  vest. 

— Student. 

♦ 
ist  Author — Have  you  heard  about 
my    new    book    dealing    with   sex   life 
of  the  Indian? 

2nd   Author — No,  what's   it   called? 
ist  Author — The   Lust  of  the   Mo- 
hicans. 

— Lyre. 

♦ 

Toastmaster,  introducing  the  speak- 
er: "I'm  sure  that  Mr.  Jones,  of  the 
Soils  and  Fertilizer  Department,  will 
give  us  a  pleasant  half-hour.  He's  just 
full  of  his  subject." 

— Whirlwind. 

♦ 

LOW  LAW 

It  seems  the  gate  broke  down  be- 
tween Heaven  and  Hell.  St.  Peter  ap- 
peared at  the  broken  part  of  the  gate 
and  called  out  to  the  devil,  "Hey 
Satan.  It's  your  turn  to  fix  it  this 
time." 

"Sorry,"  replied  the  boss  of  the  land 
beyond  the  Styx.  "My  men  are  too 
busy  to  worry  about  fixing  a  mere 
gate." 

"Well,  then,"  scowled  St.  Peter,  "I'll 
have  to  sue  you  for  breaking  our 
agreement." 

"Oh,  yeah,"  yeah'd  the  devil,  "where 
are  you  going  to  get  a  lawyer?" 

— Con-Mirth. 
♦ 

Copple:  Why  are  you  eating  with 
your    knife? 

Perrow:  My  fork  leaks. 

— Student. 

♦ 
A  TOAST 
Here's  to  you: 

May  God  bless  and  keep  you — 
I  wish  I  could  afford  to. 

♦ 

Bassler:  "They  claim  that  when 
women  adopted  shorter  skirts  it  re- 
duced the  number  of  street  car  acci- 
dents  50%." 

Rhodes:  "Wouldn't  it  be  fine  if  such 
accidents  could  be  prevented  entirely?" 


SAVE  WEAR  AND  TEAR  ON 
YOUR  NERVES 

Take    Your 
Themes,   Theses,   Manuscripts  to 

The 

EVANSTON  LETTER 
SERVICE 

—  for  — 

Neat,   Accurate  and   Speedy  Typing 

You'll   Be   Pleased  with  the   Quality 

of  Our  Work  and  Our  Service 

615  DAVIS  ST.     EVANSTON 

4th  Floor 

UNIversity  6145 
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NOT  IN  HIS  LINE 
"What  shall  I  do?"  wailed  the  sweet 
young  thing.    "I'm  engaged  to  a  man 
who  just  cannot  bear  children." 

"Well,"  remarked  a  kindly  old  lady, 
"you  must'nt  expect  too  much  of  a 
husband!" 

— Red  Cat. 

♦ 

"There  must  be  no  walking  around 
the  halls  in  the  nude — "  was  the  edict 
issued  recently  at  U.  of  Toledo. 

Yes,  and  no  bathing  in  the  drink- 
ing fountains. 

"Lost.  Model  T  Ford,  '24.  Embos- 
sed with  initials  F.T.E.  Valued  as 
heirloom.    Reward." 

"Fourteen  girls  at  a  summer  camp 
were  arrested  last  night  at  a  midnight 
swimming  party  clad  only  in  undies." 

H-m,  down  to  the  sea  in  slips? 

—Sly-U-Mah. 

♦ 

Judge:  "You  are  accused  of  shooting 
squirrels  out  of  season.  Have  you  any 
plea?" 

Him:  "Yes,  your  honor.  Self-de- 
fense." 

— Jester. 

♦ 
FAKE 

He  drew  his  hands  lovingly  over  her 
graceful  form.  As  soon  as  he  grew 
older  he  would  attempt  it.  Yes,  he 
would  keep  in  mind  the  hints  dropped 
to  him  by  his  fraternity  brothers.  They 
were  in  a  position  to  know.  Had  one 
of  them  not  attempted  it  before  and 
enjoyed  all  that  goes  with  it?  Then 
he  became  discouraged;  maybe  he 
might  not  want  to  attempt  crossing 
the  lake  in  a  ten  foot  sail  boat. 

— Red  Cat. 

♦ 
Radio   stations    should   start   off   the 
morning    broadcast    with,    "Who    the 
hell  left  the  radio  on  all  night?" 

— Red  Cat. 

♦ 
Conceited  Cuss:    "What  makes  you 
want  to  dance  cheek-to-cheek  with  me? 
My  sex  appeal?" 

Dance   Partner:    "No,   your  breath." 
—Plebe  Log. 


" — I   know  they're   acrobats,   but   it  still   ain't  legal." 


Best 

Ho 

Jiday    Wishes 

TO 

Faculty 

and  Students 

EUGENE  L  RAY 

1606 

CHICAGO  AVENUE 

EVANSTON 

- 

ILLINOIS 
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from 

GAR-TAY 

'The    Little   Shop   with   Charm" 

Offers  you  an  exquisite  selec- 
tion of  Underthings,  Negligees 
and    Pajamas. 

Never  have  we  presented  so 
unusual  a  selection  of  imported 
and  domestic  costume  jewelry, 
including  snoods  in  pearls, 
Ri'iinestones,  gold  and  silver. 
"Zibeline"  and  "Bamboo"  fra- 
grances by  Weil. 

Gar-Tay  Shops  Inc. 

LaMetta  Jane  May,   Mgr. 
Open   Evenings 

1630  ORRINGTON  AVENUE 
GREENLEAF  2707 


"The   Essence   of  Entertainment" 


CLUB  SILHOUETTE 

1555  Howard  Street 

FLOOR  SHOW  NIGHTLY 

DINE  AND  DANCE 

The  Terrible  Swedes 

Jack  Ring  and  Pete  Peterson 

GEORGE  CHRISTIE'S 

Magic  Rhythms 

Available  for  Sorority  and 

Fraternity  Luncheons 

Reservations  BRI.  6336 


DIRTY  TRICK 
Soph — Come    on,    take    a    bath    and 
get  cleaned  up,  I'll  get  you  a  date. 

Fish  (cautiously) — Yeah,  and  then 
suppose  you  don't  get  me  the  date? 

— Brown  Jug. 

Found  a  Freshman's  registration  card: 

Name  of  parents:  "Mamma  and  Papa." 

— The  Red  and  Whits. 

♦ 

Teacher — "If  there  were  four  cows 
and  one  bull  in  a  pasture,  and  the 
bull  jumped  out,  how  many  animals 
would  be  left?" 

Johnny  —  "There  wouldn't  be  any 
left." 

Teacher — "Why,  Johnny,  you  know 
that's   wrong." 

Johnny  —  "Please,  Miss,  you  may 
know  arithmetic  but  you  sure  don't 
know    cows." 

— Exchange. 

♦ 

Little  Audrey  went  out  riding  one 
day. 

When  he  stopped  the  car  she  laughed 
and  laughed  because  she  knew  he  was 
only  her  brother. 

—  Widow. 

♦ 
Except    for    the    censor,    we    could 
preach  what  we  practice. 

College  Athlete:  "All  right,  coach — 
if  I  don't  get  a  bonus  for  those  two 
touchdowns,   I'll — I'll   graduate." 

— Corn-Mirth. 

♦ 

"He  who  laughs  last  has  found  a 
dirty  meaning." 

— Purple  Cow. 

♦ 

"So  you  had  a  date  with  a  college 

guy? 

"No.    I  tore  my  dress  on  a  nail." 

— Puppet. 

♦ 

Her  figure's  lousy 
Her  line  is  punk 
If  she  goes  out 
The  rhyme  is  sunk. 

— Widow. 

♦ 

If  a  man  swallows  a  girl's  line,  he'll 

probably  have  to  cough  up. 

— Frivol. 


Kitty 
Davis 

"Calling 
all 

sororities 
and 
fraternities." 


If  you  are  missing  a 
brother  or  sister,  look 
for  them  in  Kitty  Davis' 
newly  re-opened  Co-Ed 
Cocktail  Lounge  and 
Varsity  Bar. 


JACKSON   BLVD.  AND 
WABASH  AVE. 

(Two  Entrances) 


Smacked  by  a  Sappy-  San ty? 


ONLY  FINE  OLD  TOBACCO 
can  give  that  natural  aroma 
and  fragrance  of  Old  Gold 
cigarettes. 


"t 


C  P.  Lorillord  Co..  Inc. 


When  a  messy  mistle-toad 
takes  advantage  of  an  old  Christmas  custom  to 
cop  a  kiss  .  .  .  don't  let  it  hamper  your  happy 
holiday.  Just  light  a  mellow,  honey-smooth  Old  Gold 
and  its  appealing  taste  will  tell  you,  that  despite  the 
phoney  Santies  . . .  there  is  a  Santa  Claus. 


FOR    MERRY   TIMES 


.  LIGHT  A    MERRY  OLD    GOLD 
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£ASY  WAY  TO  STUDY  CHEMISTRY  SAFE1Y 


STUDENT  OPENS 
LABORATORY 
DOOR  CAUSING 
TRAINED  SEAL 
(g)  TO  DROP 
BALL  — FIRING 
PISTOL  AND 
PUNCTURING 
BARREL  (B). 
WATER  RUNS 
DOWN  TROUGH 
ON   TO  WATER 
WHEEL®   WHICH 
TURNS  AND 
LOWERS  ARMOR- 
PLATED  SUIT  (§) 
OVER  STUDENT  SO 
HE  CAN  PERFORM 
EXPERIMENTS  IN 
SAFETY.  IF  THIS 
DOESN'T  WORK 
DIVE  OUT  NEAREST 
WINDOW  — 


AND  AN  EASY  WW  :if»l*lt#Y  A  PIP€ 


AAEN  PREFER  THAT 
RA.  FLAVOR! 

p*|NCE  ALBERT  IS  W«»- 
«T  SJAOOTHEH  AND  *IL*E*. 
am  "BITE*  »S    REI^AOVED.    ITS 

rA.THAN  ANY  OTHER  BRAND. 


I  WANTED  MILDNESS 
AND  REAL  FLAVOR- 

found'em  BOTH  IN 

PRINCE  ALBERT 


OUNCE 


Fringe  Albert 
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ISSUE  NUMBER  FOUR  coming  out  with  all  sorts  of  bells 
and  snowflakes  to  give  Christmas  the  big  send-off  it  never 
needs.  Readers  will  find  that  as  a  special  vacation  sop  great 
things  have  been  done  herein  for  doting  parents  who  still 
hope  their  children  are  pure.  In  other  words  —  Polly  ain't 
dirty  any  more. 

We  could  easily  have  called  this  ROUND  NUMBER  FOUR 
— prize  fighters  are  seldom  as  good  as  this  history  we  are  writ- 
ing to  be  called  someday  "Decameron  and  Cleopatra."  Retort 
of  the  month:  It  is  more  noble  to  be  a  hobo  than  a  nigger  in 
the  woodpile. 


N 
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E 
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We  aren't  going  to  say  anything  about  the  contents  of 
the  magazine  —  if  you  read  them  they  will  speak  for  them- 
selves. Especially  gratifying  to  the  editors  is  the  large  num- 
ber who  have  shown  interest  in  the  Parrot's  progress  by 
contributing  to  its  burden  of  wit  and  wisdom.   Other  pleasing 

outlooks  include  the  manner  in  which  the  gentle  reader — sub- 
scriber and  kibitzer  —  has  received  our  oftentimes  belated 
work. 

For  erring  nitwits  whose  glasses  may  be  a  trifle  strong, 
this  is  not  the  STUDENT  DIRECTORY.  We  know  that  you  have 
been  waiting  loud  and  long  and  that  the  justice  of  your  sor- 
row is  unimpeachable,  but  we  do  not  wish  you  to  confuse 
our  identity.  We  are  the  Northwestern  University  Publication 
which  is  supposed  to  be  funny — we  are  not  responsible  for 
others  who  insist  on  imitating  us  by  being  ridiculous.  We  are 
fearful  that  this  difficulty  is  likely  to  be  encountered  again 
with  our  February,  March  and  April  issues,  but  when  your 
directory  is  wafted  in  on  the  balmy  wings  of  sweet  spring- 
time, you  will,  we  hope,  be  able  to  readily  distinguish  it. 

Best  vacation  wishes  for  all  of  you.  Whether  you  go  near, 
far  or  here,  GO  IN  PEACE,  AND  MAY  POLLY  GO  WITH 
YOU! 
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'ROUND 
THE  LOOP  . 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  .  . 
Presenting  the  incomparable  dancers  .  .  .  Veloz  and 
Yolanda  .  .  .  now  in  their  final  weeks  .  .  .  Dine 
.  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Saturday 
.  .  .  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Horace 
Heidt  and  his  Alemite  Brigadiers 
.  .  .  $2.00  Minimum  .  .  .  Satur- 
day ..  .  $2.50 

THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  . 
George  Olsen  and  Ethel  Shutta.  .  .  .  The  ice  skat- 
ing floor  show  remains  .  .  .  Minimums  .  .  .  S2.00 
and  $2.50 

THE   TERRACE   ROOM  ...  In 

the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  .  Enric 
Madriguera  and  his  NBC  orchestra 
.  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Supper 
.  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Sat.  .  .  .  $2.50 


With  Johnnie 
Fuller 


THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Seymour  Simons  introduces  a 
new  show  in  the  Continental  Room  .  .  .  Bouche's 
Villa  Venice  Review  .  .  .  $1.50  Minimum  .  .  .  Sat- 
urday .  .  .  $2.00 

THE  BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut 
Room  ...  a  new  floor  show  .  .  . 
featuring  George  Melidoff  and 
Company.  .  .  .  $1.50  minimum, 
Saturday 

KITTY  DAVIS  .  .  .  Collegian  Rendezvous  .  .  . 
Where  pennants  vie  in  importance  with  high  spirits 


SHOWSPOTS 


ERLANGER  .  .   .   "Dodsworth"   .  .   .  Walter   Huston 
in  a  very  successful   Broadway  production 


HARRIS  .  .  .  "Three  Men  on  a   Horse" 
concluding  weeks  of  an  extended  run 


in  tlv 


FINAL 

PAUSE 

THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Student 

COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD 

Rendezvous    .    .   .    Orrington 

.  .  .  Popular  meeting  places 

Avenue 

.  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chicago  .  .  . 

Orrington 

CLUB    SILHOUETTE 
Good    food    and    entertain- 
ment .  .  .    1555  Howard 

STUDENT  GRILL  .  .  .  East 
of  Fisk  ...  on  the  lake 


THE  HUT  . . .  Opposite  Wil- 
lard  Hall 


THE  SAN  PEDRO 

Man's   Land 


.  No 


COMPLETE  PARTY  SERVICE  .  .  .  "Will  co-operate  with  any 
budget"  .  .  .  Associated  orchestra  and  complete  party  service 
.  .  .  Dave  Cunningham  .  .  .  Wab.  8611    ...  209  S.  State  St. 

YOUNKER'S  RESTAURANT  ...  51  East  Chicago  Avenue  .  .  . 
501    Davis  Street,  Evanston  .  .  .   1510  Hyde  Park  Blvd.,  Chicago 
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You  take  it  with  you  —  and  try  it  —  and  if  it  don't  fit  bring  it  back." 
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By  JACK  SADLER 


A  YULETIDE  YODEL 


With  Apologies  to  Charles  Dickens 


The  day  before  a  certain  Christmas, 
in  the  British  Capital  of  the  middle 
nineteenth  century,  dawned  brisk  and 
clear,  except  for  a  typical  "pea-souper" 
which  effectively  obscured  the  well- 
known  features  of  old  London.  Han- 
some  cabs  (and  some  not  so  good- 
looking)  dashed  o'er  the  cobbles  in 
futile  pursuit  of  passengers,  and  the 
notes  of  sweet  carols  struggled  thru 
the  mist. 

The  fog  swirled  under  doors  and 
thru  keyholes,  and  by  following  a  wisp 
(squeeze,  now)  we  find  ourselves  in 
the  counting  house  of  old  Atomizer 
Stooge.  (We  had  to  get  here  some 
way,  so  quit  your  griping;  also  stop 
kicking  about  the  change  of  tense.) 

"Tu'  pence,  thru'  pence,  ha'  penny," 
counted  old  Stooge,  fingering  the  pages 
of  a  greasy  ledger.  "Two  more  days 
and  out  goes  the  widow  Fuzzlewick." 
A  harsh  chuckle  escaped  his  harsh 
throat,  and  then  his  expression  changes 
to  a  frown  as  he  peers  about  the 
gloomy   office. 

"Where's  that  Bob  Scratchit — drat 
him!" 

At  this  moment  the  door  opens  and 
the  tardy  clerk  steals  in,  but  he  is 
not  sly  enough  for  Stooge. 

"One  minute  and  fourteen  seconds 
late,"  he  roars.  "That's  thru'  pence  off 
your  week's  wage." 

"Oh,  sir,"  groans  Bob,  "that  makes 
me  owe  you  a  ha'penny  for  this  week, 
and  I  had  so  hoped  to  be  able  to  pick 
up  a  Christmas  goose  on  my  way  home 
from  work   tonight." 


"Goose?"  roars   Stooge.    "Goose  my 


eye 


!"* 


The   poor  clerk   slinks   to   his   stool, 
and  the  day  is  spent  foreclosing  mort- 


gages   on     widows    and     turning    or- 
phaned babes  into  the  cold. 

At  last  the  office  is  closed,  and 
Stooge  goes  supperless  to  his  cold  bed 
in  his  cold  room  in  the  rear  of  his 
cold  office.**  Bob  Scratchit,  too,  goes 
home,  where  Mrs.  Scratchit  and  Di- 
minutive Dan,  his  crippled  son,  try 
to  comfort  him  with  anecdotes  of  their 
former  rural  life.  However,  we  shall 
not  digress,|  so  nere  we  are  back  with 
old  Stooge,  who  is  enjoying  a  fitful 
slumber,  when  a  phantom,  or  more 
simply,  an  astral  body,  or  yet  again, 
a  phantasmagoric  manifestation,  or 
even  more  simply,  a  transcendental 
projection  of  visionary  but  materialized 
phenomenon — where  were  we? — oh, 
yes,  —  enters  the  chamber,  wakes 
Stooge,  and  in  tones  of  doom,  bids 
him  follow.  Come  reader,  climb  aboard 
this  wisp  of  fog,  and  we  too  shall 
follow. 

What's  this?  The  mist  is  getting 
lighter,  and  here  we  are  in  the  street 
of  a  tiny  village  of  a  half  century  ago. 
Children  are  at  play;  and  look,  the 
Phantom  is  pointing!  There  is  a  lad, 
off  by  himself,  counting  his  marbles 
and  hiding  them  in  his  pockets  with 
avaricious  glee.  Who  is  the  lad?  Not 
old  Stooge,  young  once  more!  It  that 
a  tear  we  see  peeping  from  the  cor- 
ner of  our  own  Stooge's  eye?  But  the 
fog  closes  in,  and  we  sense  a  return 
to  the  atmosphere  of  London  as  we 
left  it.  We  are  again  on  a  street,  but 
a  city  thoroughfare,  and  there  is  our 
Stooge's  counterpart,  kicking  a  blind 
and  crippled  beggar  woman  in  the 
face  as  she  begs  for  alms.  Couldn't 
you  spare  an  aim,  cruel  Stooge?!  The 
scene  changes  again,  and  we  see  happy, 
portly  gentlemen  strolling  along  a 
boulevard.  They  are  conversing;  let 
us   eavesdrop: 


"What — old  Stooge  dead?" 

"Yes,  they  found  him  this  morning, 
dead  from  hydrophobia.  It  seems  he 
was  nibbling  his  fingernails  to  save 
the  price  o£  a  meal,  and  ate  all  the 
way  up  to  his  elbows  before  he  could 
overcome   his  sense  of  economy. 

By  this  time  old  Stooge  is  trembling 
in  every  limb,  and  on  his  knees  he 
beseeches   the   Phantom: 

"Is  this  my  fate?  Is  there  no  way 
I  can  save  myself?" 

"Yes,"  returns  the  Phantom,  "Christ- 
mas is  at  hand;  give  presents;  redeem 
yourself  before  man." 

"That  I  shall,"  shouts  the  relieved 
Stooge,  and  rushes  out  to  the  butcher 
shop.  "A  big  goose  for  the  Scratchit 
family,"  he  gasps  to  the  proprietor. 

"The  same  to  you  and  many  of 
them,"  returns  the  genial  shopkeeper, 
who  is  slightly  deaf.  Stooge  seizes  the 
fattest  bird,  scatters  money  on  the 
counter,  and  hurries  to  the  Scratches' 
humble   lodging. 

"Bob,  Bob,  here's  your  Christmas 
dinner,"  he  shouts  at  the  door,  and 
giving  the  portal  a  kick,  bursts  into 
the    meagre    apartment. 

"And  here's  a  bird  for  you,"  rejoins 
Diminutive  Dan,  suiting  the  action  to 
the  word.  But  seeing  the  joyous  light 
in  old  Stooge's  face,  the  tiny  fellow 
cries:  "God  Bless  Us,  Every  One!" 

(That  was  a  snappy  ending  in  1843; 
seems  \ind  of  flat  now  .  .  .  hmm  .  .  . 
oh,  what  the  Dickens!) 


*Note:    Well,  hardly  that. 
**Note:  Birr!  _ 
|Note:  Keep  off  digress. 
JNote:  No,  or  a  leg,  either. 
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"Peep,  hell!"  he  croaked  avidly.  "Now's 
the  time  to  take  a  good  look!" 


"«OEEP.T>OH 


It's  nice  the  way  people  rally  'round 
to  help  a  body  out.  Wthin  three  days 
after  this  month's  parrot  joke  appeared 
in  Mark  Hellinger's  column  one  good- 
looking  girl,  one  ordinary  girl,  a  Phi 
Bete,  a  Navy  man,  and  a  fellow  from 
the  engineering  school  offered  us  va- 
riations of  it.  We'll  continue  to  do 
our  own  lifting  this  month,  however, 
and  pass  along  Hellinger's  version. 

It  seems  that  there  was  a  beautiful 
chorus  girl  who  had  a  wealthy  gentle- 
man friend  who  simply  doted  on  her. 
With  him  her  every  wish  was  a  com- 
mand, so  that  when  she  expressed  a 
great  love  for  birds  he  straightway 
went  about  getting  her  a  little  feath- 
ered companion.  And,  not  wishing  to 
appear  niggardly  he  bought  the  lady 
not  one  bird  but  two;  not  one  kind 
but  two  kinds,  a  canary,  and  (inevit- 
ably) a  parrot.  The  girl  was  very 
much  enthused  with  her  new  pets,  and 
that  they  might  be  near  her  to  com- 
fort her  in  her  moments  of  greatest 
stress  she  installed  them  in  her  dress- 
ing room,  which  being  as  how  she 
was  only  a  chorus  girl  she  shared  with 
several  other  gorgeous  creatures.  On 
the  first  night  of  the  birds'  residence 
all  went  well,  and  the  birds  sat  quietly 
in  their  cages,  until  with  a  great  com- 
motion and  to-do  the  girls  came  rush- 
ing in,  a  little  late,  to  dress  for  their 
first  number.  All  the  bustle  and  con- 
fusion somewhat  annoyed  the  canary 
and  he  became  quite  ruffled.  "Peep! 
Peep!"  said  he.  The  parrot,  doughty 
hird,     eyed     the     songster     scornfully. 


We  hope  to  be  able  to  find  another 
one  of  these  bird  stories  for  next  month. 
We  even  hope  that  when  we  do  find 
it  that  it  will  be  funny.  But  funny 
or  flat  we  guarantee  a  parrot  gag  every 
month  even  if  we  have  to  change  a 
stork  or  an  emu  or  an  ostrich  into  a 
parrot.  And  while  on  the  subject  we'd 
like  to  apologize  for  one  of  our  pre- 
vious parrot  tales.  The  one  that  Eddie 
Cantor  used  on  his  radio  show  a  few 
weeks  ago.  We  really  didn't  think  it 
was  that  old. 


The  response  to  our  newly  organized 
Society  of  Senior  Men  Who  Want  to 
Carry  Canes  in  the  Spring  has  been 
most  gratifying.  Even  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  the  Senior  class  officers  ne- 
glected to  include  a  ballot  on  this  im- 
portant and  significant  movement  in 
their  recent  poll  of  the  class  the  ranks 
of  those  who  are  resolved  to  resurrect 
and  re-establish  this  noble  tradition 
are  being  swelled  daily.  And,  chose 
marveilleux,  the  most  enthusiastic  sup- 
porters come  not  from  amongst  the  dan- 
dies of  the  School  of  Speech  nor  from 
the  suave  gentlemen  in  the  College  of 
Liberal  Arts,  but  from  that  craggy 
lair  of  hard-bitten,  often  dubbed  un- 
couth, he-men,  the  School  of  Engineer- 
ing. Yessir,  the  engineers  outnumber 
two  to  one  all  other  members,  and 
even  the  bookkeepers  from  Commerce 
rank  high  in  comparison  with  other 
schools.  We  hope  to  reveal  complete 
statistics  soon,  and  plan  to  draw  up  a 
scale   of  degrees   of   merit   within   the 


By  TOM  CARMODY 

group.  Members  of  the  first  degree, 
for  instance,  might  be  permitted  to 
carry  Malacca  canes,  those  of  the  fifth 
degree,  say,  Thorn  Briar,  and  members 
of  the  football  team,  Shelaillihs.  Come 
on  you  Senior  men!  Join  our  organiza- 
tion now,  and  raise  cain  all  spring! 


There  may  be  people  around  who 
will  be  inclined  to  scoff  at  our  efforts 
to  revive  this  cane-carrying  tradition, 
and  who  will  point  with  scorn  at  our 
tiny  organization.  We  would  like  to 
have  any  such  carping  critics  consider 
the  case  of  Mrs.  Caroline  Marriott,  an 
English  lady  who  lives  at  Thorton 
Heath,  England.  Mrs.  Marriott  recent- 
ly celebrated  her  noth  birthday.  Quite 
remarkable,  but  here  is  the  point  in 
interest.  At  the  time  of  her  birth  the 
doctors  said  that  she  was  so  puny  and 
sickly  that  she  couldn't  live  more  than 
a  few   days. 


"What,"  a  friend  of  ours  wanted  to 
\now  the  other  day,  "has  become  of 
Gertrude  Stein?"  We  didn't  know  off- 
hand, and  a  bit  of  snooping  that  we 
did  between  classes  didn't  throw  much 
light  on  the  question.  We  have  a 
hunch  that  Miss  Stein  is  in  seclusion 
in  her  Iowa  home  trying  to  make 
sense  out  of  some  of  the  New  Deal 
triple-letter  set-ups.  She  probably  re- 
alizes now  how  comparatively  simple 
and  clear  her  writing  really  is.  We 
can't  help  but  take  delight  in  a  men- 
tal picture  of  Miss  Stein  looking  out 
over  her  Iowa  acres,  an  AAA  report 
in  her  hand,  reflecting  on  the  subleties 
of  thousands  of  un-raised  "pigeons  in 
the   grass — alas!   alas!" 
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We  are  going  to  scout  around  this 
month  and  hnd  some  more  odd  names, 
but  before  we  could  really  get  under- 
way we  came  across  the  queer  name 
to  end  all  queer  names.  This  name 
goes  with  a  small  Welsh  town  and 
stretches  out  like  this:  LLANFAIRP- 
WLLGWYNGYLLGOGELCHWYR- 
NDROBWLL-LLAN-TYSILIOGOG- 
OGOCH.  This  department  will  give 
a  package  of  wintergreen  Life  Savers 
to  anyone  who  can  successfully  nego- 
tiate this  little  mouthful.  But  until 
somebody  does  come  around  to  pro- 
nounce the  whole  works  for  us,  we'll 
call  it  Lanfair  just  like  the  natives  of 
the  place. 


In  the  course  of  our  daily  meander- 
ings  through  the  journals  we  have  be- 
come aware  of  various  situations  which 
are  developing  in  the  Orient.  We  have 
taken  some  interest  in  the  progress  of 
Japan  through  China,  and  we  thought 
it  might  be  a  good  idea  to  get  some 
first-hand  opinions  on  the  conquest. 
So  we  collared  Willie,  our  Chinese 
laundryman,  and  asked  him  what  he 
thought  of  the  whole  business.  He 
didn't  seem  any  too  anxious  to  tell  us 
anything,  and  we  couldn't  even  get  a 
rise  out  of  him  by  mentioning  a  skir- 
mish in  North  China  which  resulted 
in  several  thousand  Chinese  being 
slaughtered  by  a  small  party  of  Japs 
whose  casualties  numbered  only  about 
fifty  dead.  Rather  chagrined  at  his 
passive  reception  of  this  report  we 
mentioned  another  engagement  which 
we  had  read  about  in  which  a  small 
number  of  the  Mikado's  men  had 
eliminated  a  whole  cityful  of  his  coun- 
trymen with  only  minor  losses.  Still 
Willie  would  not  be  moved.  Finally 
we  showed  him  a  headline  which  read 
about  like  this:  "Chino-Jap  Battle; 
5000  Chinese  Killed;  Only  65  Japs 
Lost."  Willie  at  last  showed  a  little 
enthusiasm.  His  face  lighted  up  and 
he  seemed  to  smile  just  a  trifle.  "Good 
news,"  he  grunted.  "Pretty  soon  all 
Japs  be  killed.   Then  no  more  trouble." 

♦ 
We  were  down  in  South   Bend  on 
that  memorable  afternoon,  and  we  had 
the  pleasure  of  remaining  on  the  N.  D. 


campus  that  night  and  most  of  the 
next  day,  and  we  can  vouch  for  th= 
ability  of  our  Hoosier  rivals  to  take 
it.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  students 
of  Notre  Dame,  and  others  that  we 
met  connected  with  the  school  were 
much  less  undone  by  the  N.  U.  vic- 
tory than  were  millions  of  their  "syn- 
thetic alumni."  We  didn't  have  an 
entire  success  of  the  week-end,  inas- 
much as  our  bunch  got  concentrated 
for  the  night  in  one  room,  which  had 


but  oit;  bed.  Four  of  us  matched  for 
th;  single  bed,  and  three  of  us  slept 
on  the  floor.  It  wasn't  too  awful,  but 
about  the  fifth  time  we  woke  up  feel- 
ing as  if  someone  was  working  on  us 
with  a  steam-hammer,  we  couldn't  help 
thinking  of  the  story  they  tell  about 
the  two  gentlemen  who  arrived  late 
at  the  houseparty.  The  host  told  them 
that  they'd  have  to  sleep  together,  but 
that  he  had  a  fine  feather  bed  for  them, 
(Continued  on  page  30) 


"Yes,  Miss  Jones,  I  quite  see  your  point.    I  will  gladly 
change  youi'  grade  from  a  D  to  a  B." 


— Sun   Dial. 
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MAN  ABOUT  TOWN 
J.  Phinias  Weatherby  was  a  much 
envied  man.  Of  him  his  friends  were 
wont  to  say,  "Clever  chap,  J.  P.  He's 
known  all  the  big  fellows."  Nor  did 
they  much  exaggerate,  for  Weatherby 
had  entree  into  most  of  the  smart  set 
houses.  His  days  were  pretty  well 
filled,  in  fact,  with  paying  calls,  just 
short  visits,  of  course,  on  dozens  of 
socialites.  Everyone  said  his  wife  was 
a  lucky  woman,  and  not  a  few  of  her 
friends  were  jealous  of  the  position 
given  her  by  Phinny,  as  his  intimates 
called  him.  "She's  a  great  little  helper," 
he'd  say.  "It's  not  every  woman  who'd 
be  the  sport  Emma  is,  seeing  I'm  gone 
most  of  the  day — making  the  rounds, 
you  know."  Then  he  would  look  at 
his  watch  and  exclaim,  "Oh  my,  I'm 
due  at  the  Van  Morganbilts  right  this 
moment.    I  must  dash." 

When  J.  Phinias  would  arrive  at 
the  Van  Morganbilts  mansion,  he'd 
ring  the  bell  and  whistle  a  bar  or  two 
of  the  "Blue  Danube."  Then  when  the 
servant  would  answer  his  summons, 
he  wouldn't  even  have  to  show  his 
card.  With  his  typical  friendliness,  he 
would  say,  "Gas  man,"  and  go  un- 
molested through  the  house. 


Prof — Open  your  books  to  page  sixty- 
four. 

( Rustle  of  pages  all  over  room.) 

Prof — Dunby,  begin  reading  at  the 
top  of  the  page. 

Dunby  —  Send  five-dollar  check  or 
money  order  for  special  album  of 
French  photographs.  Limited  offer. 
Act  now! 

— Froth. 

♦ 

The  nurse  in  the  maternity  hospital 
handed  the  colored  lady  her  baby  and 
said,  "Cute,  isn't  he?"  The  lady  looked 
at  the  baby,  smiled,  and  asked  the 
nurse  to  do  her  a  favor.  Upon  being 
assured,  she  lifted  herself  on  one  el- 
bow and  said:  "Will  you-all  tell  that 
gentleman  pacing  up  and  down  de  hall 
dat  if  dis  is  his  notion  of  marriage, 
cur  engagement  is  absolutely  off." 

— Rammer  Jammer. 

♦ 

Then  there  was  the  one  about  the 
fellow  who  wanted  to  marry  Jean  Har- 
low for  her  money. 

— Variety. 

♦ 

Frosh:  Where's  the  Men's  Room? 
Soph:   What's  it  to  you? 

—Red  Cat. 


'Lissen  here.    One  more  hiccup  like  that  last  and  you'll  have  to  find  another 

place  to  sleep!" 

— Texas   Ranger. 


ALL  TO  EXCESS 

To  laugh  hard  enough  to  feel  the 
pull  start  from  the  bottom  of  your 
stomach  and  rush  out  in  loud,  gasping 
gu  flaws; 

To  cry  until  your  face  is  wetter  than 
your  tears; 

To  love  until  you  have  nothing  to 
say; 

To  run  so  fast  you  pass  your  friends 
without  smiling; 

To  shout  until  you  can  hear  your 
voice  rushing  across  space  and  pound- 
ing back  in  your  ears; 

To  sulk  until  your  eyes  are  drawn 
down  to  the  corners  of  your  mouth; 

To  smash  all  faces  and  things  with- 
in your  reach  when  you  get  that  dis- 
contented— 

Is    to   live   without   lying. 

— Beatty. 

The  family  had  taken  the  local  pas- 
tor to  the  movies.  The  newsreel  showed 
a  picture  of  a  football  game  between 
two  girl  colleges.  A  husky  feminine 
fullback  had  just  made  a  center  rush, 
and  there  was  the  inevitable  pile-up  of 
players. 

The  pastor  exclaimed:  "Horrors  upon 
horrors!" 

Little  Junior  who  happened  to  be 
seated  next  to  him  looked  up  in  be- 
wildered surprise  and  then  whispered 
to  him:  "Better  watch  your  language, 
Reverend.  Dey's  women  in  de  audi- 
ence." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

She — He's  so  romantic!  Every  time 
he  speaks  to  me  he  starts  "Fair  Lady." 

He — Romantic,  hell.  He  used  to  be 
a  conductor  for  the  street  car  com- 
pany. 

— Widow. 

♦ 

The  girls  at  the  beach  this  summer 
certainly  made  us  yearn  for  a  turkey 
dinner — plenty  of  white  meat  and  little 
dressing. 

— Jester. 

♦ 

"Where  does  virgin  wool  come 
from?" 

"From  sheep  that  can  run  the  fast- 
est." 
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MAJESTY  OF  THE  LAW 

Barristers-about-town  like  to  tell  this 
one  on  a  prominent  local  attorney  who 
had  subpoenaed  a  certain  youngster  as 
an  important  witness.  No  sooner  had 
the  little  lad  climbed  the  witness  chair 
than  the  lawyer  started  to  fire  ques- 
tions at  him. 

"Have  you  an  occupation?"  asked 
the  legal  one. 

"Nope." 

"Do  you  ever  do  any  work  of  any 
kind?" 

"Nope." 

"What  occupation  does  your  father 
follow?" 

"None." 

"Does  he  ever  do  anything  to  help 
support  the   family?" 

"Odd  jobs  once  in  a  great  while." 

"Then  tell  me,  isn't  your  father  a 
worthless  fellow,  loafer,  deadbeat  and 
cad?" 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  the  wit- 
ness, "you  better  ask  him;  he's  sittin" 
over   there   in   the   jury." 

■ — Sundial. 

♦ 
"One   seat    for   tonight's    show    well 
forward,   center,   and    downstairs.     Do 
you   have   it?" 

"Can  you  play  a  violin?" 

— Punch  Bowl. 
♦ 
Doctor:    Congratulations,    Governor, 
you're  the  father  of  triplets. 
Governor:  I  demand  a  recount. 

— Pointer. 

♦ 
She  was  only  a  coal  man's  daughter, 
but  oh!  where  she  had  bin. 

— Red  Cat. 

♦ 
Little  girl  to  policeman:  Can  I  trust 
you? 

Copper:    What? 
L.  G.:   Can  I  trust  you? 
Copper:  Why  certainly,  all  little  girls 
can  trust  policemen. 

L.  G.:  All  right  then,  please  button 
my   panties. 

— Widow. 
♦ 
Sign  in  a  Cuban  dance  hall: 
No  Dancing  Without  Moving  the  Feet 
— Chaparral. 


TO  BE  PLAYED  WITH  FEELING 

It  was  in  the  women's  wear  depart- 
ment, that  holy  of  holies  where  man 
feels  completely  lost.  Timidly,  a  male 
sidled  inside  the  door,  and  became  a 
flushing  rose  when  he  found  himself 
surrounded   with   "unmentionables." 

Supercilious  clerks  stared  haughtily 
at  the  intruder.  Women  customers 
turned  around  and  snickered  at  his 
uneasiness.  It  seemed  as  if  all  eyes 
were  focused  upon  that  solitary  figure, 
standing  piteously  in  a  spotlight  of 
hostile   glances. 

Spying  a  sales  girl  near  him,  he 
approached  and  stutteringly  asked: 
"Where  will  I  find  silk  lingeries?" 

Tremblingly,  he  awaited  the  ans- 
wer. 

She  answered:    "Search   me." 

He  continued  to  tremble. 

— Kitty  Kat. 

♦ 
New  invention — a  collar  button  that 
sends  up  a  rocket  when  dropped. 

■ — Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 
Calvert:  Has  that  girl  lost  her  dress, 
or  am  I  seeing  things? 
Shirk:  Yes. 

— Pelican 

♦ 
Egotistic  Fred  says  he  spent  last  eve- 
ning  in   the   company   of   the   one   he 
loves  best.    He's  getting  to  be  quite  a 
recluse. 

— Burr. 

♦ 

We've  heard  tell  of  some  queer 
courses,  but  that  frosh  who  tried  to 
register  for  Vat  69  has  them  all  beat. 

— Widow. 

♦ 
"Gee,  that  guy  I  went  out  with  last 

night  was  fresh." 

"Why  didn't  you  slap  his  face?" 
"I  did;   and,  take  my  advice,   never 
slap    a    guy    when    he's    chewing    to- 
bacco." 

— Battalion. 

♦ 
Co-ed:   "Jack,  are  you  sure  it  is  me 
you    are    in    love    with    and    not    my 
clothes?" 

Jack:  "Test  me,  darling." 

— Buccaneer. 


"I  tell  you  how  it  is,"  said  the  sad- 
looking  young  man  as  he  finished  his 
beer.  "I  met  a  young  widow,  with  a 
grown-up  daughter,  and  I  married  that 
widow." 

"Then  my  father  met  our  step- 
daughter and  married  her.  That  made 
my  wife  the  mother-in-law  of  her 
father-in-law,  and  made  my  stepdaugh- 
ter my  stepmother,  and  my  father  be- 
came my  stepson.    See?" 

"Then  my  stepmother,  the  stepdaugh- 
ter of  my  wife,  had  a  son.  That  boy 
was,  of  course,  my  brother,  because  he 
was  my  father's  son,  but  he  was  also 
the  son  of  my  wife's  stepdaughter  and 
therefore  her  grandson.  That  made 
me   grandfather   to   my   stepbrother. 

♦ 
There  is  only  one   person  that  gets 
more  rubbish  than  a  garbage  collector, 
that  is  the  editor  of  this  mag. 
Thanks  to  Gold  Digger. 

— "Exchange. 

♦ 
If  all   the  co-eds   in   the  world   that 
didn't  neck  were  gathered  in  one  room, 
what  would  we  do  with  her? 

— Caveman. 

♦ 
Lady:  "Do  you  think  the  rain  would 
damage  the  fur  in  this  coat,  sir?" 

Clerk:  "Did  you  ever  see  a  skunk 
carrying  an  umbrella,  lady?" 

— Pelican. 

♦ 

While  spending  a  week-end  at  a 
hotel  in  the  Catskill  Mountains,  a  little 
Hebrew  came  in  and  asked  for  a  room. 

The  clerk  greeted  him  and  asked 
him  to  register.  Suddenly  the  Hebe 
threw  the  pen  on  the  desk  and  started 
to   holler: 

"Take  mine  begs  out  of  here.  I 
vouldn't  stay  annuder  minit." 

The  clerk,  surprised  at  the  sudden, 
apparently  uncalled  for  outburst,  asked 
what  the  matter  was. 

"I  seen  roaches  on  cillinks,"  said  the 
Hebe,  "I  seen  dem  on  the  floor,  I 
seen  dem  on  vails,  but  dis  is  de  foist 
time  I  ever  seen  a  roach  on  a  register 
trying  to  find  out  vot  room  I'm  going 
to  get." 

— Puppet. 
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Cop — "Didn't  you  hear  me  yell  for 
you  to  stop?" 

Lady  Driver — "No,  sir." 

Cop — "Didn't  ya  hear  me  whistle?" 

L.  D. — "No,  sir." 

Cop — "Didn't  ya  see  me  signal?" 

L.  D. — "No,  sir." 

Cop — "Well  I  guess  I'd  better  go 
home.  I  don't  seem  to  be  doing  much 
good  around   here." 

—Tiger. 

♦ 

Lecturer:    I    speak    the   language    of 

wild  animals. 

Voice  in  rear:  Next  time  you  meet 

a  skunk,  ask  him  what's  the  big  idea. 

— Western  Reserve  Red  Cat. 

♦ 
The  longest  pass  in  football  history 
was  from  Schnrewsky  to  Polinkovitch 
— from  Pole  to  Pole. 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 

♦ 
"Did  Charlie  blush  when  his  track 
suit  split  up  the  side?" 
"Why,  I  didn't  notice." 

— Cornell   Widow. 

♦ 
Conceited  Cuss — "What  makes  you 
want  to  dance  cheek-to-cheek  with  me? 
My  sex  appeal?" 

Dance  Partner — "No,  your  breath." 
— Exchange. 

♦ 
College  is  just  a  washing  machine; 
you  get  out  of  it  just  what  you  put 
in — but  you'd  never  recognize  it. 

— Texas  Ranger. 

♦ 

Guard:  So  long,  see  you  in  hell. 
Tackle:  Yeah,  you  social  climber. 

— Growler. 

♦ 
DECREASE  THE  BUDGET 
Ed.  (to  photographer  handing  in  re- 
port sheet):  "What's  this  item  in  your 
report?" 

Storms:  "That's  my  hotel  bill." 
Ed.:    "Well,    don't    buy    any    more 
hotels." 

— Show  Me. 
♦ 
Abie  (waving  hand) — Please,  teach- 
er, may  I  be  excused? 

Teacher — No,  Abie,  you  stay  in  and 
fill  up  the  ink  wells. 


HEY,  LADY! 
You     look     as     though     you     were 
poured    into   your   dress. 
Oh,  thanks! 
But  you  shouldn't  have  run  over. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 
"What  are  those  guys  snapping  their 
fingers  for?" 

"They're  deaf  mutes  with  the  hic- 
coughs." 

—Log. 

♦ 
NICE 
Co-ed    (shopping):    "Where    can    I 
get  some  silk  covering  for  my  settee?" 
Floor    Walker:    "Next    aisle    and    to 
your  left  for  the  lingerie  department, 
Miss." 

—Widow. 

♦ 

Imagine  the  plight  of  a  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  who  worked  years  for  his  key 
and  then  in  one  moment  of  forgetful- 
ness  bought  himself  a  double-breasted 
suit. 

— Exchange. 

♦ 

You  gotta  give  'em  credit:  An  Eski- 
mo is  the  only  one  who  can  be  mar- 
ried one  day  and  have  a  good-sized 
family  before  the  end  of  the  next 
day. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 

"What  am  I  thinking  about,  Gene- 
vieve Smith,"  said  the  prof  in  Mind 
Reading   I. 

"I'll  be  at  your  office  and  it's  o.  k. 
by  me,"  was  the  immediate  answer. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 

She  passed. 
I    saw 

And  smiled. 
She  turned 
And   smiled 
An  answer 
To  my  smile. 
I  wonder 
If  she   too 
Could  know 
Her   underwear 
Hung  down 
A  mile. 

— Jester. 


OOPS!   WHOOPS! 
She:    "Darling,   you  aren't   sick,   are 
you?" 

He:  "Not  exactly,  but  I  would  hate 
to   yawn." 

The  Bear  S\in. 

♦ 
"Maw  and  paw  had  an  awful  time 
getting  married.  Maw  wouldn't  marry 
paw  when  he  was  drunk  and  he 
wouldn't  marry  maw  when  he  was 
sober." 

— Analyst. 
♦ 
Golfer:    "Caddy,   why   are   you   con- 
sistently looking  at  your  watch?" 

Caddy:  "Watch,  hell,  this  is  a  com- 
pass." 

— Widow. 

♦ 

Hesperus:  My  girl  wore  a  cellophane 
costume  at  the  fancy  dress  ball. 

Wreck:  What  did  you  do  after  the 
show? 

Hesperus:  We  went  out  on  a  tear. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 
If  your  face  can't  get  your  picture 
in  the  papers,  write  a  patent  medicine 
testimonial;  maybe  your  kidneys  will. 

— Sundial. 

♦ 

Then  there  was  the  Scotch  farmer, 
the  father  of  two  daughters,  who 
bought  a  double-barreled  shotgun. 

— Buccaneer. 

<$> 

"You  give  me  such  crazy  kisses." 
"That's  because  my  lips  are  cracked." 
— Punch  Bowl. 
♦ 
SO  FAR 
In   the   parlor   a   davenport   stands, 
A   couple   is   sitting   there   holding 

hands; 
So   far, no   farther. 

But  now  in  the  parlor  a  cradle  stands, 
So  far, no  father. 

♦ 

LAMENT 
Cheatin'  proves  — 
But  what's  distressful 
Usually   it   proves 
Successful. 

— Green  Gander. 
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POET'S  CORNER 


By  Chas.  S.  Williams,  Jr. 


STOIC 

If  there's  too  much  drought,  he  won't 

complain 
Never  a  word  if  there's  too  much  rain. 

He  doesn't  question  the  vicious  fate 
That  burdens   him  over  much  of  late. 

An    earthquake    swallowed    his    house 

and  lot 
His   wife   has   turned   false,   his   son   a 

sot. 

The   dog   that   loved    him    has    passed 

away 
His  mortgage  will  be  foreclosed  today. 

There's  never  a  whimper  out  of  him 
As  fate  lands  one  more  smack  on  the 
chin; 

His    car    has    burned.     The    bank    has 

gone    broke; 
Every  misfortune  that  come  to  folk 

Life  has  poured  down   upon  his  poor 

head 
But   he  won't  complain   ...  he  can't 

.  .   .  he's  dead. 


LECTURE  TO  MYSELF 

( With  a  bit  of  a  laugh   and  an  Irish 
brogue.) 

So  that's  the  kind  of  a  rat  you  are! 
Lookin'  from  high  and  low  and  afar, 
Lookin'  fer  somethin'  pure  an'  chaste. 
Then  tryin'  to  defile  it.  Oh,  you  baste! 
Ain't  you  ashamed  of  yourself? 

You  taught  her  to  smoke  and  to  swig- 

gle  gin 
An'  tried  to  lure  her  to  paths  of  sin. 
She  painted  her  face  for  love  of  you, 
Then  what  did  you  go  and  try  to  do? 
Ain't  you  ashamed  o    yourself? 

You  used  to  sit  on  the  hallway  stairs 
An'  kiss  her  lips  and   her  raven  hairs 
An'  tell  her  how  noble  and  pure  was 
love. 


Confess!    Now,    what    was    you 

thinkin'  of? 
Ain't  you  ashamed  o'  yourself? 

Twas  horrible  things  you  used  to  do. 
But  I'll  forgive  lots  cause  I  like  you. 
I'll  forgive  you  each  ignoble  word  and 

deed. 
But    I    can't    forgive    that    you    didn't 

succeed. 
Ain't  you  ashamed  o'  yourself? 


CAUSE  FOR  AFFECT 
I  wonder,  old  sweet,  if  it  could  be 

your  eyes, 
Your    figure,    your    manners.     I    can't 

visualize 
What   makes    me   all    "oggly"   and 

"iggly"   inside? 
I    wonder   if   really    it's   clouds   that    I 

ride. 
I'm  breezy,  I'm  foot-light,  I  view  with 

alarm 
The  way  that  I'm  acting.    It  might  be 

your  charm, 
The  depth  of  your  eyes  or  the  cleft  in 

your  chin; 
It  might,  but  I  think  it's  more  likely 

the  GIN. 


HALF  BACK 

He's  virile,  he's  strong 
And   he  won't  be  denied. 
His  end  runs  are  long, 
There  is  force  to  his  stride. 
He   scorns   opposition. 
Revels    in   conquest, 
Defends    his    position 
Despite  any   protest. 
A    glamorous    figure 
Whom    girlies    petite, 
I'd    imagine    his    vigor 
Would  sweep  from  their  feet. 
But  those  who  have  known 


And  felt  his  strong  arms 
Say  they  have  been  shown 
That  distance  adds  charms. 
Though  ground  he  can  cover 
The  while  the  crowd  roars, 
He's  a  bust  as  a  lover, 
He  sits  there  and  snores. 


FEMININE  ANGLE 

I   have  a   mind,  I   have  a  soul, 
And  other  virtues   to  extoll. 
I   have   a   car  and   I   have   time 
Her   beauties    I    have   sung   in   rhyme. 
Quite    readily    I    grant   each    wish. 
The  truth  is,  I  am  just  her  fish. 
I   offer  all   the  joys  of  life 
If  she  will  only  be  my  wife. 
But    she    loves    him,    despite    the    fact 
That   he  is  poor  and   he  is  cracked 
On    communism    and    such   stuff. 
His  search  for  work  is  just  a  bluff 
He   has  no  poise  or  courtesy 
He's   dull   of  mind   and   slovenly, 
But  she  loves  him,  oh  it's  quite  simple. 
She  loves   him,  he  has  a  dimple! 


The  fraternity  pledge,  being  very 
much  up  against  it  financially  but 
having  a  great  faith  in  God  Almighty 
decided  to  turn  to  his  creator  for 
help.  He  addressed  a  letter  to  Him. 
"Dear  God,"  it  said,  "Please  send  me 
$50  to  pay  my   housebill." 

The  brothers  in  the  fraternity  in- 
tercepted the  letter  and  read  it  before 
taking  the  matter  up  in  chapter  meet- 
ing and  voting  to  give  the  freshman 
the  I50  to  pay  his  housebill.  The  treas- 
ury was  rather  deflated  at  the  time, 
however,  and  all  they  could  round  up 
was  $25.  They  mailed  the  money  to 
the  freshman  in  a  fraternity  envelope. 

The  prep  received  it  and  replied  as 
follows:  "Dear  God:  Thanks  for  the 
money,  but  the  next  time  send  it  in 
a  Beta  envelope  for  those  darn  Sigma 
Nus  stole  half  of  it." 
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A  FRESHMAN'S  PRAYER 
God  bless  mother  and  father.    Bless 
my     little     brother     and     sisters,     and 
friends.  And  good-bye,  God,  I'm  going 
to   college. 

—Tiger. 

♦ 

FALSE  ASSUMPTION 
"What   do   you   boys   talk   about   at 
the  fraternity  house?" 

"The  same  thing  you  girls  do." 
"Why,  you  foul-minded  thing!" 

—  Whirlwind. 

♦ 

Customer  in  drug  store  (on  Sunday 
morning) — Please  give  me  change  for 
a   dime. 

Druggist — Here  you  are.  I  hope  you 
enjoy  the  sermon. 

— Widow. 

♦ 

Consomme,  Boillon,  Hors  D'oeuvres, 
Fricasse  Poulet,  Pomme  de  terre  au 
gratin,  Demitasse  des  glaces,  and  tell 
dat  mug  in  the  corner  to  keep  his 
lamps  ofTa  me  moll,  see." 

— Puppet. 


WHEW! 
Then  there  was  a  missionary  who 
put  a  collar  and  tie  on  a  Kentucky 
mountaineer  and  the  mountaineer 
stood  in  the  same  place  for  four  hours 
thinking    he    was   tied   there. 

—Log. 

♦ 

First  Classman:  Say,  you  certainly 
do  have  a  barrel  chest. 

Third  Classman:  Yeah,  I  raised  it 
from   a   pot. 

— Pointer. 

♦ 
OH,  OH! 
"What  shall   I  wear  tonight,  dear?" 
"Whatever  you  look  best  in." 
"Oh,  but  I  really  should  wear  some- 
thing." 

— Mercury. 

♦ 

If  it's  funny  enough  to  tell  it's  been 
told,  if  it  hasn't  been  told  it's  too 
clean,  and  if  it's  dirty  enough  to  in- 
terest a  frosh,  the  editor  gets  kicked 
out  of  school. 

— Kitty  Kat. 


NO  ROPE 

Professor  Baird:  In  this  scene,  my 
dear,  the  young  man  rushes  into  the 
room,  grabs  you,  binds  you  with  rope 
from  head  to  foot  and  then  smothers 
you  with  kisses. 

Jean  Burnette:  Is  the  young  man 
tall,   dark  and   handsome? 

Baird:   Yes.  Why? 

Jean:  Then  he  won't  need  any  rope. 
— Exchange. 

.  /  censor  is  a  lovely  man — 
/  kjiow  you  thin\  so,  too; 
He  sees  three  meanings  in  a  jo\e — 
When  there  are  only  two! 

Record. 
♦ 
Him:    Say,  girlie,  got  a  match? 
Co-ed:    Why,   do   I   bulge? 

— Banter. 

♦ 
N.   U.   GRILL 
Waiter:   "Tea  or  coffee?" 
Bill    Ray:    "Don't    tell    me,    let    me 
guess." 

— Siren . 
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Students  and  stooges  who  make  the  rounds  have  nothing 
on  dizzy  faculty  members — round  and  round  has  been 
their  course  for  years.  Pick-ups  in  their  rambling  careers, 
action  on  airy  planes,  and  deadened  and  unresponsive  asso- 
ciates have  rendered  helpful  auxiliary  urgings  in  the  de- 
velopment of  some  really  remarkable  specimen.  How  many 
of  your  friends  do  you  recognize  here,  gentle  reader — 

Your  gaze  is  first  directed  to  the  great  Economic  ques- 
tion Mark — Or-Is-It  Spahn — bungler  of  more  than  one 
economic  theory  —  discourager  of  sophomores  —  pleasant, 
amiable,  rosy,  and  undecided.  Quoted  to  have  said,  "The 
more  I  see  of  Economics,  the  less  I  want  to  see  of  it. 
Give  me  a  new  pair  of  shoes." 


Woman-among-Men:  Mathematical,  aware  of  all  ill-pro- 
portions, unaware  of  almost  everything  else  —  Swift  En- 
gineer Griffs  —  Flat-soled,  oblivious,  student  of  students. 
Said  she  A.N.D.  (After  Notre  Dame):  "What  a  foolish 
waste  of  time — now  my  stooges  won't  have  time  to  learn 

B-L-L 
what  means!"   Often  called;   Teacher  of   Baby  Al- 


ii 


gebra. 


Gaze  again,  friends — A 
modern  Xantippe — disturb- 
er of  Philosophers — Friend 
of  womankind — Irrelevant 
discourser  par  excellence — 
Hon.  Braden  Normish  — 
expansive,  foppish,  snooty 
— friend  of  the  unmatched 
trouser.  Latest  achieve- 
ment: Reading  in  church 
to  express  his  extreme  bore- 
dom. Lacking:  One  ugly 
bulldog. 

Next  scrutiny;  Any  old 
direction:  Sure  to  be  found: 
Social  minded,  careful 
phraser,  shocker  of  the  first 
rank  —  Professor -of -Facts 
Myron  —  Slow     to     anger, 


^ 


O^ND 


Plague  of  Men's  existence — Filler  of  empty  beds  and 
bath  rooms,  frequenter  of  boarding  houses  and  uncoverer 
of  erring  house  managers.  Director  of  Lousing  Callins — 
Said   this   stooge:    "It   isn't   how   you  live   boys,   it's   where 

you   live." 

Discourser  on  Politics — 
discourager  of  cleaners  and 
pressers  —  Tobacco's  brain 
child  —  uncombed,  unas- 
suming, unfed  and  undis- 
turbed— Doc  Govern — stu- 
dents listen  to  chatter  — 
discuss  weather  and  pecu- 
liar odors.  General  com- 
ment: "God  help  tomor- 
row's  government." 

Lunt's  star  performer, 
Registerer  of  students'  woes, 
soft-soaper  of  higher  ups, 
ruler  of  uncounted,  un- 
wanted files  —  pop  -  eyed, 
perpetually  grinning,  stub- 
by   George    K.    Record  — 


confirmed    in    Crime,    friend    of    Handiwork    and    ardent      Lost  to  womankind:   great  suffragist.    Gained  by  students: 
Sweitzerite.    Says  he:   "Throw  away  your  books  and  have 
a  little  fun." 


Commerce's  Delight:  Choker  collared,  string-tied,  bald- 
headed  King  of  the  Business  Roost  —  Instructor-of-Prudes 
Gerald  Fitts — Alternate  description:  Out  of  sympathy  with 
all  cold  weather  and  Men's  fashions  or  out  of  his  head. 
Students   hint:   It  might  be  both. 

Sure-to-be-censored:  Throne  of  Nature's  own  nobleman 
— Commerce's  Third  Floor — Good  natured,  tolerant,  and 
carefree — Censor  of  Polly  Slaughter — Six-eyed  at  times — 
tickled  to  death  at  other  moments — Sometimes:  completely 
blind.    All  but  editors  wonder:  What  a  peculiar  name! 


Great  admiration  for  the  South  Sea  isles. 

Start  of  many  a  commercial  argument:  habitator  of 
uglier  than  ugly,  architecturally  thinking  .  .  .  Our  dear 
dean  Chicken-Hawk — Students  never  hear  his  blatant  digs 
— always  administered  with  the  aid  of  peaceful  sleep. 

For  the  Library-bound:  good  business  for  toupee  manu- 
facturers— remodeled  from  old  Lunt  days — carver  of  au- 
thor's niches — short,  gourmand,  bookworm  Cook — plaguer 
of  Sunday  students,  keeper  of  the  peace,  prince  araonj 
librarians. 

Today's  problem:  Would  Deering  have  left  his  library 
to  this  koch? 
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the  artist's 
conception  of 


TANG 

Famous  Footballer 


Don  J 


uan 


Criminologist 

Sartorial   Model 
Brass  and  Cymbals 

A  Washington, 

D.  C,  Boy  Who 

Made  Good 


This  Space  was  reserved  for  Tangora's  own  conception 
of  his  life,  but  for  the  reason — as  he  says — that  his  life 
is  an  Open  Book,  and  the  reason — as  your  editor  thinks 
— that  everyone  has  heard  Paul's  autobiography,  it 
was  deemed  best  to  omit  it  and  his  shining  counte- 
nance was  allocated  the  major  portion  of  this  page. 
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Hi  sophisticates — h'yar  we  be  again, 
your  favorite  stooger,  Aunt  Pol,  rip- 
ping that  lid  off  ye  Pandora  box  of 
campus  passions,  secret  smoke,  gay  de- 
ceptions, and  merely  "experimental" 
smootching.  But  .  .  .  can  yo  take  it, 
lads  and  lassies?  Righto!  Then  let  'er 
rip,  Jebediah, — open  up  the  sweeper — 
let's  get  all  that  steaming,  delightful 
dirt. 

You  know  man  is  the  only  animal 
that  can  be  skinned  more  than  once, 
but  we  submit  that  Alphonse  Casanova 
("It's  astounding  the  way  girls  love 
me")  Aymond  really  needs  a  zipper 
for  his  outer  covering.  Those  G.D.D. 
G.'s  really  put  it  to  the  boys.  Al  The 
Lover  was  one  of  the  original  trium- 
virate of  Hendricks,  Aymond,  and 
Beta,  Inc.,  that  Jeanne  Gabriel  took 
turns  at  rooking,  both  singly  and  con- 
secutively. We  wondered  last  year  when 
he  temporarily  dropped  out  of  the 
combine  whether  it  was  because  he 
couldn't  do  better  than  an  afternoon 
date,  or  because  he  saw  her  none-too- 
sour  phiz  in  the  Daily  advertising  a 
pair  of  shoes  and  she  made  him  feel 
like  one  of  the  heels  when  she  in- 
sisted on  going  out  with  other  guys 
after  he  hung  his  pin.  We  cheered — 
to  no  avail — when  he  gave  (or  re- 
ceived) the  boot,  but  jebers  creepers, 
and  what  a  sucker  play,  the  lad  is 
still  piddling  around  in  the  league. 
Yeah    man,    Alsy    Walsy    is    spending 


Ever  wondered  what  our  N.  U.  de- 
baters thought  about?  Your  stooge 
dropped  in  on  a  squad  meeting  of  the 
forensic  gentlemen  the  other  night. 
They  were  lined  up  affirmativelv  and 
negatively  heatedly  discussing — Bonnie 
Donahue  —  and  did  they  have  that 
young  lady  pegged!  We  heard  snatches 
.  .  .  "There  is  a  need"  .  .  .  "Boy, 
does  she  meet  that  need"  .  .  .  "How 
about  practicality?"  .  .  .  "Will  it 
work?"  .  .  .  "Yeh,  she's  got  the 
works"  .  .  .  "Don't  you  think  we 
need  more  figures?"  .  .  .  And  some 
of  you  guys  go  out  for  athletic  schol- 
arships! Coach  Irv  Lee  was  exhibit- 
ing a  vital  interest. 

Slap,  bang — here  we  are  again,  jolly 
Awful  Phis,  and  have  we  been  duped! 
That  city  slicker,  DeWitt  Gibson,  pulls 
a  mean  gag,  folks.  He  calls  Pat  Gaines 
to  break  a  date  because  the  "folks  are 
in  town"  then  drags  Ruthie  ("Person- 
ality")  Hoagland  to  the  Phi  Delt  shin- 
dig amid  much  glee.  What's  more  he 
gets  away  with  it  —  until  now  —  she 
takes  him  to  their  formal!  But  maybe 
she  just  wanted  to  punish  him!  Gawd, 
think  of  spending  a  whole  night  with 
that  tong!  Things  -  We've  -  Always  - 
Wanted  -  To  -  See:  a  catch-as-catch-can 
struggle  (conversational)  between  an 
Alpha  Phi  (say  Jean  Sanders)  and  a 
Pi  Phi  (say  Phil  Thompson")  to  deter- 
mine the  relative  merits  of  sweet, 
bright  and  lulling  naivete  versus  oozy, 
saccharine,  sophistication.  The  battle 
of  the  attitudes!  (Kappas  don't  take 
offense.)    But  on  with  the  show. 

DERU  crashes  through  with  a  new 


idea  in  social  values.  The  lads  are 
proud  of  their  perfect  attendance  rec- 
ord at  every  meeting — they  had  fun 
some  weeks  ago  by  rousting  tardy 
members  bodily  and  forcibly  out  of 
the  Library.  And  they  don't  have  any 
trouble  any  more.  Of  course,  this 
couldn't  be  due  to  the  fact  they  meet 
down  at  the  Club  Silhouette,  or  have 
lifting  exercises  (with  steins)  as  proper 
preliminaries  to  their  discussion  of 
projects.  Not  to  bring  up  a  tender 
subject,  but  why  did  a  certain  east 
squad  sorority  want  to  sue  DERU  for 
a  broken  rainpipe  after  their  picnic 
last  May?  (Seriously,  we're  glad  the 
honor  society  at  Northwestern  is  really 
functioning  in  a  commendable  man- 
ner.) 

Now-it-come-to-light  column:  Why 
did  Jac/{  Massen  think  he  could  smug- 
gle a  female  into  the  Phi  Kap  house 
at  Minnesota  with  so  many  of  the 
brothers  around — even  if  he  was  away 
from  home?  Why  doesn't  Tom  ("What 
a  Profile")  Major  forget  those  jokes 
and  that  traveling  salesman  attitude 
and  settle  down  to  some  serious  lov- 
ing? What  was  responsible  for  Rustle 
Bustle  ("Footwork")  Ball  going  the 
way  of  all  flesh  at  Frances  Shimer 
Junior  College  last  week-end?  You 
know  a  tennis  court  isn't  the  same  as 
a  dance  floor  or  a  parked  car,  Russ. 
The  overhead  service,  base  line,  and 
general  technique  work  by  a  different 
set  of  rules.  Didn't  Phil  Doherty  teach 
you  after  he  caught  up  with  Tucker? 
(Or  did  she  catch  up  with  him  .  .  . 
we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see.)  Why 
doesn't  Doug  Ehninger  buy  a  ring  for 
the  girl  and  .  .  .  stop  worrying.  Who 
hasn't  been  inveigled  into  buying  Patty 
Schall  "a  cup  of  coffee,  pliz,"  lately? 
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Why  did  the  little  colored  boy  take 
after  the  Chi  Omegas  with  a  knife, 
mama? 

It  has  been  bruited  about  to  an  ap- 
palling degree  that  the  Thetas  are  like 
a  bunch  of  soda  straws  in  that  they 
can  make  suckers  out  of  most  any- 
body. This  Niemann,  Richardson, 
Taylor  triangle  is  a  point  in  hand. 
And  what  happened  to  Al  Kruse? 
We'd  like  to  give  you  the  lowdown 
on  Shirl's  love-life,  but  gosh,  we're  not 
Plutarch!  A  swell  gal,  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen— one  double  bouquet  to  she 
and  Larson.  And  speaking  of  this 
tribe,  who  was  the  little  girl  who 
didn't  pledge  Kappa  because  she'd 
heard  that  "Kappas  have  fat  legs"? 
Further,  is  Angel  Berkey  sinking 
the  well-known  hooks  into  the  w.k 
Paul  Merrin?  What  has  Betty  Bebb 
got  that  Moyer  hasn't  got?  Who  col- 
lects Wilson  Garey's  room  rent  down 
thar?  The  boys  who  drop  in  at  the 
"hotel"  for  open  house  are  wondering 
who  the  middle-aged  Cellini  was  who 
lurked  around  the  house  and  stole 
their  stuff  until  the  better  element  in 
the  house  decided  he  must  be  repulsed. 
What  an  organization!  Art  for  art's 
sake.  (Or  is  that  Athalie  Caesar's 
motto  ? ) 

We  hate  to  ask  pointed  questions 
but  where  did  Jeanne  Bertiaux  get 
those  circles  under  her  eyes?  R'mem- 
ber  that  old  ditty,  "the  campus  called 
her  Rumor,  'cause  she  passed  from 
mouth  to  mouth"?  Now  don't  get  us 
wrong  and  don't  jump  to  conclusions 
— Jeanne  is  a  good  sport — but  the  ques- 
tion still  goes.  Random  thoughts.  How 
did  the  Chi  O's  manage  to  keep  their 
hilarious  frolic,  officially  entitled  a  cos- 
tume affair,  quiet  for  so  long  after  the 
Minnesota  week-end?  That  snake  dance 
through  the  quads  and  almost  success- 
ful raid  on  Willard  and  Fountain 
Square  was  a  real  coup  d'etat — best 
campus  informal  to  date.  Too  bad  the 
Theta  Xi's  had  to  beat  Lambda  Chi 
for  the  intramural  football  title — Binl^s 
("Butch" )  Billings  had  to  pay  up  right 
on  the  scene  of  carnage.  A  beautiful 
tableau — why  does  Baldy  Day  get  mud- 
dier, dirtier  in  touchball  than  the  rest 


of  the  two  teams  together?  What 
magic  formula  does  Seyl  use  to  keep 
that  monstrosity  on  wheels  of  his  to- 
gether? Capt.  Bill  ("willy-nilly" )  Rol- 
linger,  we've  heard  you  took  the  icy 
plunge  into  the  pools  of  matrimony 
over  Thanksgiving  vacation  —  n'est- 
ce-pas?  What's  a  rugged  individualist 
going  to  do  in  the  A.  O.  Pi  house, 
with  their  standardized  smootching 
system?  Why  doesn't  Fred  Niemann 
or  someone  really  break  down  and 
help  Pat  Patillo  fill  her  nize  little  blue 
date  book. 

Our  girl  Wednesday  wants  to  know 
about  this  Knot  Klub  organization 
h'yar  on  campus,  mostly  west  campus. 
All  we  can  say  for  publication  is,  that 
a  certain  Pip  Harvey,  ex-Roycemore 
and  now  at  Smith,  is  the  revered 
lounder  of  this  leetle  organization 
(exclusive!'  of  those  who  like  to  "tie 
cne  on"  now  and  then.  The  motto: 
Thirst,  last  and  always!  Informal  chap- 
ters now  existing  at  Smith,  Amherst, 
Wisconsin  (in  the  Kappa  house)  and 
N.  U.  The  initiation  fee  and  diet  con- 
sists of  an  undetermined  number  of 
"Ward  Eights,"  one  of  these  spine- 
tickling  drinks.  You  can't  get  one  un- 
less you  know  the  formula.  'Tis  ru- 
mored the  Student  Governing  Board 
has  a  controlling  interest  in  this  ine- 
ebriate   association. 

Why  doesn't — but  hey,  we've  got  to 
go.  'Bye  gang,  and  be  good,  or  Aunt 
Pol   will   get  YOU   next  time! 

♦ 
Cop  —  Hey,    don't    you    know    that 
you're    not    supposed    to    park    on    a 
highway  and  make  goo-goo  eyes? 

Gut — Aw,  don't  be  silly.  When  a 
guy  has  to  goo,  he  has  to  goo. 

—Log. 

♦ 
She — George,    dear,    I    wouldn't    let 

anyone  else  kiss   me  like  that. 
He — My  name  isn't  George. 

— Pointer. 

♦ 

"How  do  you  find  yourself  these 
cold  mornings?" 

"Oh,  I  throw  back  the  covers  and 
there   I   am." 

— Yale  Record. 


Early  to  bed,  early  to  rise — 

And  your  girl  goes  out  with  other  guys! 

♦ 
Night  Watchman:  "Young  man,  are 
you  going  to  kiss  that  girl?" 
Young  Man:  "No." 
Night  Watchman:  "Here,  then,  hold 
this  lantern." 

— Blac\  and  Blue  Jay. 

♦ 

Is   Shakespeare  a  broker? 
Naw — why? 

It  says  here  he  furnishes  many  stock 
quotations. 

♦ 

He:  I  love  you,  darling.  You're  my 
whole  world.  You're  everything! 
Sweetheart!    Come  to  me! 

She:   Who,  me? 


For  weeks  he's  walked  on  campus, 

On  his  brow  a  worried  frown, 
He's   tortured   with  worry,  wondering 
"Can  little  worms  sit  down?" 

M.  S. 
♦ 
THE  BALLAD  of  Sally  the  Shopper 
At  dewy  dawn  up  rose  a  maid, 
Up  rose  she  bright  and   early 
Her  hair  she  combed,   her  face  she 

washed 
Her   teeth   made   white   and   pearly. 

Then  hied  she  to  the  choo-choo  train 
And   rode  for  a  whole  hour 
To  join  some  girls  who  stood  in  line 
Before   "Ye   Shoppers'   Bower." 

At  stroke  of  nine  the  door  flew  back; 
In  surged  the  milling  crowd 
With  cries  of  "Hey,  I  saw  that  first!" 
They  shouted  long  and  loud. 

All  day  she  fought  from  aisle  to  aisle 
Grabbing  at  this  and  that, 
Shoving  aside  her  fellow  maids, 
Some  long,  some  thin,  some  fat. 

When   night   came   on,   the   store   was 

closed. 
As  Sally  went  for  hash, 
A  gladsome  smile  was  on  her  lips. 
She   had    found   a   sage   green  sash! 

M.  McS. 
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BURNED  TOAST 
We'll   raise  a  toast  to  old   N.  U. 
Our   Queenly   Alma   Mater 
The   place   we   gained   our   knowledge 

great 
The  place  that  broke  the  Pater 

The    profs    are    tough;    we    hate    their 

guts 
But  can't  do  much   about   it 
We   suffer  much   and   think   they're 

nuts 
And  few  are  those  who  doubt  it 

We'd   hate  to  leave  this  lovely  spot 
And  gals  we  came  to  see  here 
In   fact   if  grades   will   mean  a  lot 
We'll    prob'ly    always    be   here. 

— Green  Gander. 

♦ 

Miss  Tassler:  "What  s  on  your 
mind?" 

Mr.  Fink:  "I  don't  know,  but  they 
sure   itch." 

— St.  John's  Analyst. 

♦ 

Love  makes  the  world  go  round: 
but  then,  so  does  a  good  swallow  of 
tobacco  juice. 

—Tiger. 

♦ 

"My  end  draws  near,"  said  the 
wrestler,  as  his  opponent  bent  him 
double. 

— Gargoyle. 

♦ 

SNAPPY  COMEBACK 
She:  "How  old  do  you  think  I  am?" 
He:  "You  don't  look  it." 

— Exchange. 

Fatty:  "Who  gave  the  bride  away?" 
Catty:  "Winchell.    Last  Thursday." 
— Widow. 
♦ 
EPITAPH 
Here   Lies   an  Athiest 
All  Dressed  Up  and  No  Place  to  Go. 

— Lyre. 
♦ 
Patty:  You  have  a  pug  nose. 
Whit:    Yeah. 

Patty:  Do  pug  noses  run  in  your 
family? 

Whit:   Only  in  cold  weather. 

— Exchange. 


OLD  STUFF 
"Professor,   would   you   come   down 
to  my  fraternity  house  for  dinner  to- 
night? 

"Now,  now,  don't  worry.  I'll  pass 
you  in  the  course  without  your  poison- 
ing me." 

— Yale  Record. 

♦ 

Keller:  "If  this  storm  continues,  I 
shall  have  to  heave  to." 

Stooge:  "What  a  horrid  way  of  put- 
ting it." 

— Malteaser. 

♦ 

"Where  are  you  going,   daughter?" 
"Downstairs  and  get  some  ice  water." 
"In  your  nightgown?" 
"No,  in  the  pitcher." 

— West  Pointer. 

♦ 

Waitress  (looking  at  nickel  tip  left 
by  a  close  guest) :  "What're  ya  tryin' 
to   do — seduce   me?" 

— Voo  Doo. 
♦ 

The  mistress  of  the  house  heard  the 
bell  ring  and  saw  standing  at  the  open 
front  door  a  Chinese  hawker.  Quickly 
retreating  she  called  to  the  maid: 

"There's  a  Chinaman  at  the  door. 
You  go,  Ella." 

This  was  too  much  for  the  China- 
man, who  stuck  his  head  well  into 
the  hall  and  shouted  indignantly: 

"You  go  'ella  yourself!" 

♦ 

She:  Then  you  really  love -me? 

He:  What  do  you  think  I  was  doing, 
shadow  boxing? 

— Student. 
♦ 
CHURCH  SCENE 

The  demure  young  bride,  a  trifle 
pale,  her  lips  set  in  a  tremulous  smile, 
slowly  stepped  down  the  long  church 
aisle,  clinging  to  the  arm  of  her 
father. 

As  she  reached  the  low  platform 
before  the  altar,  her  slippered  foot 
brushed  a  potted  flower,  upsetting  it. 
She  looked  at  the  spilled  dirt  gravely, 
and  then  raised  her  child-like  eyes  to 
the  sedate  face  of  the  old  minister. 

"That's  a  hell  of  a  place  to  put  a 
lily,"  she  said.  — Owl. 


TEN  LITTLE  FRESHMEN 
Ten  little   freshmen   entering  our  col- 
lege 
Determined    to    obey    each    and    every 

rule. 
Ten  little  freshmen  getting  along  fine 
One  cut  classes,  and  then  there  were 

nine. 
Nine   forlorn   freshmen    strolling   in 

quite  late 
The   Office   got   one  —  so   there   were 

eight. 
Eight  sad  freshmen  watching  the  soc- 
cer eleven 
One    kid    was    stepped    on — gee!    only 

seven. 
Seven  little  freshmen  decided  to  play 

tricks 
The   Dean   caught   one,   then   there 

were  six. 
These   six   scholars    for    hundreds    did 

strive 
One   thought   he   was    "Einstein"   and 

then  there  were  five. 
Five   little   freshmen   thought   "Philo" 

a  bore 
One   was   subtracted,   then   there   were 

four. 
These    four   freshmen    thought    they'd 

travel  free 
One  got  "pinched" — now  we  have  just 

three. 
Three    despondent   freshmen    working 

to  get  through 
One  failed  in  "Law" — oh! — well  only 

two. 
Two  little  freshmen  anxious  for  fun 
One  was.  too  funny  and  there  was 

only  one. 
One  lonely  freshman  his  studies  well 

done 
Took  the  title  "Sophomore"  and  then 

there  was  none. 

■    — Analyst. 

♦ 

Impudent  Toastmaster,  introducing 
speaker:  Here,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
we  have  an  unusual  specimen.  You 
have  only  to  put  a  dinner  in  his  mouth 
and  out  comes  a  speech. 

Speaker  (brightly):  Before  I  go  on, 
I  should  like  first  to  call  your  atten- 
tion to  our  genial  toastmaster  who  is 
also  unusual.  You  have  only  to  put  a 
speech  in  his  mouth  and  out  comes 
your  dinner. 

— Exchange. 


'Willie, 

see  if  you  kain't 
git  the 
revenooer 
and  the  rabbit 
with  the  same  shot.' 


<*l*r** 


..*WI>       "nftir*   *"   !!»■*»»• 


Drunk  —  "I  don't  see 
how  this  bu;  makes 
enough  money  to  pay 
the  motorman  and  the 
conductor." 


— Carolina   Buccaneer. 


meet 

out    a    littl 


you're    tr . 


t.  you  this 


♦ 


blushed,  and   dim  i 

"Just     .IS     I     thill  I     llMI 

uink." 


swear,  Flanigan,  I  can't  imagine  whero  we  made  the  wrong  turn. 


H  nloii' 
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Shoe   Clerk  —  Do   you    know   what 
wears   out   most   shoe   leather? 
Sheba— No. 
S.   C. — That's   right. 

—Old  Line. 


"What  would  your  husband  say  if 
he  knew  you  were  necking  me  like 
this?" 

"I  really  don't  know.  He  doesn't 
know  that  I  can  neck  like  this." 

— Froth. 


If  a  man  is  drunk  and  is  still  a 
gentleman,  he  belongs  to  a  good  fra- 
ternity. 

St.  John's  Analyst. 


"Dr.  Jekyll,  tell  me  more  about  your 
alter  ego." 

"Scram  son,  you're  getting  under 
my  Hyde." 

♦ 

Frosh — If  I  had  known  that  the 
tunnel  was  so  long  I  would  have 
kissed   you. 

Ditto — Good    heavens!     Wasn't   that 


vou; 


-The   Owl. 


PAGE   MR.   BERCHTOLD 
"To  hell  with  the  expense;  give  the 
canary   another   seed!" 

— Ohio  Sun  Dial. 


THESE  BIG  CORPORATIONS 

A  newly  created  papa  received  the 
glad  tidings  in  a  telegram:  "Hazel 
gave  birth  to  a  little  girl  this  morning; 
both  doing  well." 

On  the  message  was  a  sticker  read- 
ing: "When  you  want  a  boy  call  West- 
ern  Union." 


TEARABLE 

"Three  hair  nets,  please." 

"What   strength?" 

"Two  dances  and  a  car  ride." 

— Punch   Bowl. 


Wh:n   two   hula-hula   girls  love  the 
same   man,  they  pull   straws   for   him. 


"Plebeian!" 


— Carolina   Buccaneer. 
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ROT 


PROFESSORS 


AND  . 


One  In  A  Million. 


THEIR  LIFE 

IN  WORD  AND  PICTURE 


Tarzan  and  His  Mate. 


'Don't  you  wish  you  were  in  Florida: 


'We  regret  to  inform  you 


I   think   that  I  shall   never  see   . 


"I  was  seventeen  at  the  time.   ..." 


"Gosh,  I  wish  I  could  be  a  Phi  Bate 
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PRODIGIES 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY 
FRED    S.    NIEMANN 


"Are  you  sure  we're  on  the  right  road? 


'Maybe  ...  if  you  tried  Life  Buoy  . 


'She  is  cute,  isn't  she?' 


'Gee,  aint  he  handsome?' 


"Remember  me  .  .  .  The  Navy  Queen? 


"Who's  the  little  lady,  Jack?' 


'And  now  that  tired  feeling  is  gone. 
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Cellophane 
Wrapped 


FOR  PIPE 
AND  CIGARETTE 


MILD-  •  LIGHT 

FREE-BURNING 

FLAVORFUL 


KEUIOKN 


Junior 


c/l4>€£r.. 


SMOKE 


TOBACCO 

for  pipe  or  cigarettes 
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•  Meet  Edgeworth  Junior— the  new  double-duty  tobacco  by  the 
makers  of  Edgeworth!  All  the  quality  and  rich  flavor  of  the  world- 
famous  Edgeworth  in  an  extremely  mild,  light,  free-burning  pipe 
and  cigarette  combination. 

If  you  are  now  using  a  tobacco  suitable  for  both  pipe  and  ciga- 
rettes, here's  your  chance  to  get  Edgeworth  quality  in  the  form  of 
tobacco  you  like  best.  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  and  Edgeworth 
Plug  Slice  remain  unchanged  for  regular  Edgeworth  fans. 

We  predict  Edgeworth  Junior  will  meet  YOUR  specifications  for 
a  perfect  double-duty— pipe  and  cigarette— tobacco.  Thousands  of 
new  pipe  smokers  will  join  the  Edgeworth  ranks  with  Edgeworth 
Junior.  Try  it — today — and  enjoy  a  new,  delightfully  mild  smoke. 
Larus  &  Brother  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.  Tobacconists  since  1877. 

Made  by  the  makers  of  Edgeworth  Plug  Slice  and  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed 


:       ■'■■       ■    '  "  ■ '".  "■    '".'     ■     :'■'.■         '■'  ■  . '  ':.':""■ 


THE  TOBACCO  YOUVE  SEEN  LOOKING  FOR 
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THE  WIT  OF  THE  WORLD 

Professor  (to  freshman  entering  class 
late):   When  were  you  born? 

Freshman:   On  April  2. 

Professor:    Being   a   little   late   must 
be  a  habit  with  you." 

— Pathfinder. 

♦ 

A.:  Why  are  you  crying? 
B.:  Father  called  mother  a  waddling 
goose. 

A.:   Well? 

B.:  Mother  called  father  a  stupid  ass. 

A.:  But  why  are  you  crying? 

B.:   Well,  what  am  I? 

— Red  Cat. 


WE'VE  GONE  FROM 
SHAVING  MUGS  .  .  . 
TO  ELECTRIC  RAZORS 

From  hair  rats  and  puffs  fo 
lacquered  permanents — 

From  nice -powder  and  the 
chamois  cloth  to  the  marvel- 
ous toiletries  and  perfumes  of 
Arden,  Lelong  and  their  kind. 

We've  followed  the  trends  of 
the  times,  and  anticipated 
Fashion's  whims  almost  be- 
fore they  were  expressed — 
kept  up  with  class  after  class, 
you  might  say. 

And  we  know  so  positively 
what  She  would  like  from 
Him,  what  He  would  like  from 
Her,  that  with  our  eager  in- 
terest and  experienced  ser- 
vice, gift  selections  from  our 
inspiring  stocks  will  be  more 
distinctive,  more  unusual, 
more  appreciated,  if  you  do 
your  Christmas  shopping  at 

LORD'S 

Fountain  Square 
EVANSTON 


PARODY 

(Continued  from   page   n) 

so  that  they  probably  wouldn't  mind. 
In  the  course  of  events  the  two  tod- 
dled oft  to  their  feather  bed  and  turned 
in.  In  the  middle  of  the  night  one 
of  the  two  rolled  over  and  jabbed  his 
companion  till  he  awoke.  "What's  the 
matter?"'  said  the  awakened  one.  "It's 
time  to  change  places  with  me," 
groaned  the  first  guest.  "It's  my  turn 
to  lie  on  the  feather." 


Junior:  "Say,  Dad,  that  apple  I  just 
ate  had  a  worm  in  it,  and  I  ate  that, 
too." 

Parent:  "What!  Here,  drink  this 
water  and  wash  it  down." 

Junior:    "Aw,   let   'im   walk   down." 

— ]ester. 
♦ 

"Who  was  that  dame  you  had  at 
the   dance?" 

"She's  the  one  that's  got  my  pin. 
Want   an  introduction?" 

"No  just  ask  her  what  I  did  with 
my  vest,  will  you?" 

— Siren. 


There  are  lots  of  pleasant 
things  you  can  do  with  the 
money  you'll  save  by  eat- 
ing at  Younker's  regularly. 

Complete  Luncheon  7CC 

Complete   Dinner..  JfeEfeC 


RESTAURANTS 


5 1   E.   Chicago  Ave. 
1510  Hyde  Park  Blvd. 
501   Davis  Street,   Evanston 


"Quick,  while  the  Professor  isn't  looking,  let's  see  if  the  Kappas  are  still  up." 

— Awagwan. 
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MAKE  YOUR  RESERVATIONS  NOW 

For  Our  Gala 

New  Yaar's  Eve  Celebration 
SOUVENIRS        VOISEMAKERS 


--A 


^>i 


PAYING  «1UE,T|y      jV 


{CfflK 


BARNEY 
RICHARDS 

and   his  orchestra 

Plus  a  Sparkling 

Floor  Show 

FULL  COURSE  DINNER 

65c     75c      1.00 

NO  COVER  CHARGE 


Teacher  (At  Sunday  School  Picnic): 
"Now  we'll  ask  Bobby,  the  minister's 
son,   to   say   grace." 

Bobby:  "Hell,  they  always  pick  on 
me." 

—S\i-U-Mah. 

♦ 
"Some  men  thirst  after  fame,  some 

after  love,  and  some  after  money." 
"I    know    something   they   all    thirst 

after." 

"What's   that?" 
"Salted    almonds." 

♦ 

Bachelor — I'd  be  willing  to  bet  your 

past  is  full  of  mistakes. 

Old  Maid — Well,  you'd  lose,  dam- 
mit. 

■ — Punch  Bowl. 

♦ 
Rev.     (at     baptism)  —  "His     name, 

please?" 

Mother — "Algernon  Philip  Percival 
Montmorency  Reginald  Duckworth 
Motirson."  . 

Rev.  (to  his  assistant)  —  "A  little 
more   water,   please." 

— Corn-Mirth. 


***<*) 
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"IS  THERE  A  DOCTOR 
IN  THE  HOUSE?' 

THE  dame  doesn't  need  a  doctor. 
Just  let  the  hero  clean  out  his 
gassy  briar  and  send  out  lor  a  tin  of 
the  tobacco  that's  swell  to  smell  and 
cooler  to  smoke — and  let  the  play 
go  on  to  a  happy  end.  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  is  the  mildest,  pleasantest 
blend  of  well-aged  Kentucky  Bur- 
leys  ever  offered  to  men  who  like 
pipes  but  dislike  pipe-nip.  Exagger- 
ation? Can't  be — sales  growth  says  , 
it's  simple  truth.  Try  a  tin  kept  fresh 
in  heavv  gold  foil  and  rave  with  us. 

Brown  &  Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.W-512 

....  FREE 
BOOKLET 

tell-  how  to  make 
your  pipe  taste 
better,  sweeter. 
Write  for  a  copy. 


It's    I  5^— AND  IT'S  MILDER 


d^fclfe^S^ 
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IKe OUTSIDE  WO&LD 


J.R. 


by  the 

CASUAL  OBSERVER 


WHAT  the  average  College  Man  things  of 

Things  in  the  OUTSIDE  WORLD  is 

Nobody's  Business,  but 

WHAT  one  rather  biased  Collegian 

Opines  about  them  will,  we  hope, 

Be  Adequate  to  fill  this  page. 

NATIONAL:  Last  week  a  sleek  shiny  automobile 
sidled  up  to  the  great  stone  gates  that  Stormy  Old  Andy 
Jackson  set  down  to  guard  the  White  House  drive,  paused 
as  the  well-groomed  driver  shifted,  scooted  up  the  incline, 
and  settled  gracefully  down  at  the  door  of  the  Executive 
Mansion.  The  guards  stiffened — the  air  was  electric — one 
could  almost  smell  the  tense  atmosphere  as  the  chauffeur 
stepped  smartly  to  open  the  rear  door.  The  cream  of  the 
United  States,  the  essence  of  Old  England  smacking  of 
Royal  sanctions,  Italy's  best  spokesman  were  helped  out — 
a  great  gathering — the  finest  products  of  three  great  na- 
tions. Yes — the  President  was  having  creamed  broccolli 
and  mutton  for  luncheon.  Only  a  faint  cabbage  odor  was 
left  on  the  crisp  capital  air  to  tell  that  the  groceries  had 
been  delivered. 


FOREIGN:  Glowing,  buxom,  straight-haired  Petrova 
Stalin — spouse  of  the  Volga  dictator,  last  week  spoke  her 
opinions  of  the  Russian  five-year  plan  of  birth  control. 
Said  she:  "...  "*  (Note:  No  one  on  the  staff  could 
read  Russian.  The  gentle  reader  must  use  his  imagina- 
tion.) 


Italy's  Mussolini  weighed  in  today  at  50  pounds,  Ger- 
many's Hitler  at  100,  Britain's  Baldwin  at  200  and  France's 
Laval  at  500.  HOT  AIR,  it  was  explained,  tends  to  lessen 
one's  weight,  while  the  dirt  one  eats  tends  to  increase  it. 


DOMESTIC:  Caustic  observers  comment  freely  on  the 
sudden  snooty  attitude  of  the  American  Bars  Association, 
displayed  during  the  past  year  with  reference  to  prominent 
Chicago  applicants.  Turned  down  were  the  applies  of 
Samuel    Insull   and   Robert   Sweitzer. 


"RATS,  RATS,  RATS!"  said  Mayor  Kelly  last  week  as 
he  gazed  helplessly  at  two  gray-geared  rodents  devouring 
placidly  the  cheese  which  was  to  have  fed  the  Kellys. 
'Shall  I  poison  them?"  ingratiatingly  purred  his  secretary. 
The  Mayor  sadly  shook  his  head:  "The  smell  would  be 
too  awful." 


SPORTS:  Southeastern  College  today  announced  its 
sponsorship  of  a  new  sport:  ping  pong  driving  for  distance. 
Completely  bowled  over  were  leaders  of  the  sports  world. 
Blurted  flattened  Grantland  Rice:  "It  will  revolutionize 
the  world.  This  date  will  go  down  in  history  with  the 
date  of  the  fall  of  Rome."  Belched  Beer-Laden  Graham 
MacNamer,   "Gawd!" 

POLITICS:  Braying  of  a  jackass  and  asmathic  wheezing 
of  an  elephant  last  month  signified  that  the  star  performers 
were  not  unmindful  of  Uncle's  1936  Circus.  But — in  the 
braying,  a  subtle  note  breathing  subservience  to  120,000 
voting  johnnies  and  defiance  to  its  clumsy  rival.  And — 
changing  from  headache  ravings  and  rolling  of  beleagured 
eyes  of  woe,  the  elephantine  gop  began  to  trumpet  shrilly. 
Its  usually  solemn  mouth  broadened  into  a  sarcastic  grin. 
Said  close  observers:  "The  headache  isn't  over  yet.  His 
stomach  rumblings  almost  drowned  out  his  trumpeting." 
General  opinion:   The  Ass  is  better  organized. 


LITERARY:  Weasal-eyed  play  critic  Sam  Carter  pecked 
out  last  week  on  his  badly  wounded  typewriter  his  review 
of  Dodsworth:  "Excuse  me  for  mentioning  it,  but  a  play 
named  Dodsworth  is  running  in  Chicago."  As  the  brussels 
sprouts  he  had  for  dinner  churned  his  innards  more  vio- 
lently he  wrote  of  "Ah,  Wilderness,"  "The  dogs  in  the 
play  were  poorly  supported  by  the  cast." 


PRIZE:  Praises  for  the  month  belong  to  Readers'  Digest 
who  uncovered  the  genius  who  coined  a  more  appropriate 
name  for  the  song,  "Sweet  Adeline."  —  he  would  call  it 
"THE  BOTTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC." 
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There  are  no  finer  tobaccos  than  those  used  in 
-/Luckies,and  Luckies'exclusive  process  is  your 

■ 

throat  protection  against  irritation. ..against  cough 


